Let not thy wit beweep

Words, but sense deep;

For when we miss,

By distance, our hopes-joining bliss,

Ev'n then our souls shall kiss:

Fools have no means to meet

But by their feet:

Why should our clay

Over our spirits so much sway,

To tie us to that way ?

0 give no way to grief,
But let belief

Of mutual love

This wonder to the vulgar prove,

Our Bodies, not we, move.

FAREWELL   TO   LOVE

Whilst yet to prove

1 thought there was some deity in love,
So did I reverence, and gave
Worship, as Atheists at then* dying hour

Call what they cannot name an unknown power;
As ignorantly did I crave.
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